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	S(t)imulate the Love

_**S(t)imulate the Love_ Chapter One**_

**I** couldn't think straight with the boisterous music blasting ridiculously through my eardrums—covering my face with a pillow to drown out the noise ultimately being useless. Just four months prior had things drastically changed within my family, and I would do practically anything at this point if that meant everything going back to normal. I wouldn't say I was someone stubborn against change, though none of it being worth it if that meant not feeling comfortable in my own home. Irately standing up from my bed, and walking toward my bedroom door before flinging it wide open, my eyes immediately enlarging as I gaze out at the scene across from me. At least twenty-seven reckless teens drinking, sucking face, getting naked, and vomiting in flower pots. I stand with my lips ajar, candidly speechless as I awkwardly attempt stepping onto the threshold from my doorway—seeking for only one person in particular.

Intently glancing left and right, forward and backward until abruptly bumping into something. Soon sensing the chill sensation of liquid dripping down my chest. I look down, seeing my shirt stained and soaked with Vodka. Simultaneously, a shrill laughter ringing through my head, and I glare upward again to notice a girl drunkenly standing in front of me. Heedlessly touching my chest with her elbow as an attempt to wipe away the splotch of liquor, I quickly grab both of her wrists, forcing her to stop. She merely making it worse. Momentarily, ceasing her frantic giggling, she looks at me, and I clearly acknowledge the stoned countenance in her amethyst colour eyes. I shake my head shamelessly, still aiming for answers.

My grip on her is fairly tight, though merely to maintain her attention. My eyes eminently searching hers, and her cheeks promptly altering to a deep shade of crimson. I cock an eyebrow questionably, but hurriedly dismiss it. I speak to her slowly and clearly, hoping to get an understanding. "Do you know where my brother is?" I ask, her face emotionless as we continuously stare at one another. Subsequently, the excessive giggling soon returning, the girl soon leaning herself onto me as she laughs at whatever is apparently humorous.

She presses her finger to my lips, shushing me, which confuses me altogether. "Don't tell my boyfriend…" She slurs. I sternly push her off of me, and look down. I nearly puke inside my mouth from the sight of piss stains in her shorts. Evidently, this conversation getting neither of us anywhere. I calmly back away from her, maneuvering the rest of the place in hopes of locating my irritating stepbrother.

It isn't until almost ten minutes later that I see him outside on the balcony with a wooden baseball bat wrapped in between his palms, and chunks of watermelon haphazardly flying in every which direction. Emphatic cheers of acclamation hastily blaring, several guys giving one another high-fives in adulation. I ball my fists, aggravated, and stride to the balcony doors barely able to even hear myself think.

"Paul!" I exclaim, but to no avail. I call his name again, but still he ignores me. With both our parents away on business, and us being entrusted to stay out of trouble, one of us had to be the civilized one, and I guess that's going to be me. After many failed attempts of trying to attain his focus by shouting, I briefly step outside, latching a hand onto his shoulder, and forcibly pulling him back inside. I close the door to the balcony, and turn to Paul to note the distinct look of disapproval exhibiting across his facial features. I simply disregard it. "Are you insane?" I proclaim, and Paul scoffs.

"What's the problem? I'm just having some fun."

"There's loose clothes lying all over the apartment, and vomit in the kitchen sink! A girl literally pissed on herself, while I was trying to talk to her!" I yell over the music, though Paul still appearing careless. I sigh, exasperated, rubbing my hand roughly across my forehead. Trying to talk some sense into a guy like Paul was literally like trying to teach a newborn how to walk. It's impossible.

"Look Drew, your mom and my dad are away, did you really think I wasn't going to take advantage of the moment?"

"That's besides the point, man! If someone calls the police because of a noise complaint, _we're_ going to be the ones taking the heat for it! Not any of these random ass people you brought up in here!"

"So what you want me to do?" Paul bellows, and I instantly grab a fist full of his shirt, tugging him close to me.

I mutter through my teeth, rigidly. "I'm not taking the blame for you when your ass gets busted. I'm out of here, and if these people aren't gone in the next ten minutes, you're on your own." I threaten, Paul glaring at me apprehensively, though only for a moment.

He sneers, dubiously. "You're bluffing."

"I guess you'll be certain of that soon enough." I say, shoving him backward. A harsh stare down then ensuing between us before Paul finally walks away, back out onto the balcony. I watch him grab hold onto the bat again, another watermelon set in place on top of a stool, and Paul lifting the bat over his head to brutally smash the fruit to pieces. I simply smile. If he wants to pay to the consequences, then in no way am I going to stop him.

Instead, weaving my way through the crowd toward the front door, grasping the knob as I open it. Preparing to ditch the premises, I'm stopped dead in my tracks due to a silhouette standing in the doorway. Her position seeming as though she was just about to knock until the door opened. I look at her curiously. She's petite with cinnamon colour hair, and azure blue eyes. Her skin is smooth and porcelain, her nose small but a perfect size for her face, and lips delicate looking as she glares at me in a daze with her mouth agape. It's almost as if she temporarily forgets why she came here, but apparently remembering as she shakes her head. Her cheeks pink, while she remarks nervously.

"I'm assuming this is your party." She asserts, standing tall. The urge to roll my eyes being hard to ignore, but somehow I manage.

I look at her plainly. "Does this look like my party?" I say, referencing to my near departure. She glances at me questionably. "How do you even know I live here? I could be a random guest, who's deciding to leave for all you know."

"Alright, knock it off with the snark sarcasm. Is this your party or not?" She asks, frustrated.

"No. Why? You looking to be invited?" I presume, and she glares at me spitefully. She didn't look like somebody, who got invited to parties often, let alone somebody, who was even into the belligerent drinking, swearing, and stripping during party games.

Needless to say, she stares at me like I'm public enemy number one. "I'm _here_ because there's a little boy I'm babysitting just two floors down, and I'm trying to put him to bed, but all the noise is making it extremely difficult."

"Well, you wasted your time coming up here." I reply, and I can tell she's confused. "The one throwing this party is a careless dumbass, and if I can't talk him into stopping the obnoxious jubilation, then I'm almost certain there's nothing you could say or do either." I say, bluntly.

"On contrary, you'd be surprised how convincing girls can be." She smirks, and I can't help but chuckle at her confidence.

I look back at her, shrugging my shoulders. "Knock yourself out. I'm not staying here, so you have nobody to stop you." I murmur, and walk past her, en route to the elevator. I purposely leave the door open, assuming she actually decides to go inside, but not like she knows specifically who to talk to, so either way she's already lost the battle.

Once I make it down to the lobby, I amble to the front doors, and casually step outside into the warm nighttime, summer air. I sit down on the steps of the building, and eventually take out a piece of gum I remember stashing into my pocket earlier. I stand quietly as I chew on it, savoring the winter mint flavor, and after twenty-five minutes of being outside do the conspicuous sound of sirens become more evident by the second. It was only a matter of time. My mind later drifting to the brunette I met not even thirty minutes ago. Had she possibly been the one to call the cops, or would she mistakenly be wrapped up in the mix?

Regardless, I would not be around to find out. I extract my cell phone from my back pocket, and send a quick text to someone prior to, stuffing my hands into my pockets, and walking away from the apartment building in the opposite direction of where the sirens were coming from, and toward my car. I need an alibi in case my mom comes back questioning where I was during the party and its unfortunate demise, so I plan to spend the rest of my night at Ash's house. Him and and his mom ultimately being able to back up my explanation. Even if Paul says I was at home sometime during the festivities, it's not as though he has proof.

I turn the key in the ignition—the engine roaring as the vehicle revs up, snap on my seatbelt, and adjust the rearview mirror just in time to see a police car park in front of the apartment building. I shake my head, laughing tauntingly to myself before shifting the gears from 'Park' to 'Drive'.

He should've listened to me, while there was still a chance. Too late now. Did I feel bad? Maybe for the girl, but not for Paul. Do I feel as though I should be responsible? Hell no. Nevertheless, you don't know me, you never saw me.


End file.
